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SOLD! To 
THE GOAT IN 
THE BACK FOR 
THREE PHOENIX 
. FEATHERS! 


IN THE WAKE OF THE VICIOUS PURGE BY 
TENE MOH THE SCIENCE CULTISTS OF THE EMPIRIKUL, 
THE TASES WAND THIS IS ONE OF THE FEW MAGICAL ITEMS 
OF KYGCONDOUONCE. ppSTIlL LEFT ACTIVE AND EMPOWERED ON 

Wiles ey acer THIS PLANE OF EXISTENCE. 

HIMSELF, = 

LET THE 

BIDDING 
COMMENCE. 


— 


eS 


RECENTLY 
RECOVERED FROM 
THE WELL OF THE 

RISING PESTILENCE IN 
ESTONIA, AND VERIFIED 
BY OUR MYSTICAL 
APPRAISERS... 


CONGRATULATIONS, 

SIR GOAT. YOU AND YOUR 
MASTER ARE NOW THE PROUD 
OWNERS OF A GENUINE 
HIMALAYAN YETI. YOU MAY 
COLLECT HIM AT THE DOOR 
AS YOU LEAVE. 


AND AS 
ALWAYS, WE THANK 
ey YOU FAMILIARS AND 
, | _ACOLYTES, AS WELL AS 
41 YOUR VARIOUS MAGISTERS 
AND MISTRESSES, FOR 
YOUR PATRONAGE HERE 
AT_THE HOUSE OF 
THE INFERNAL 
GLORIES. 


NEXT UP... 
OH, THIS Is 
THE ITEM YOU'VE 
ALL BEEN WAITING 

FOR... 


I BID NINE 
BARRELS OF 
RAT BLOOD! 


y I BID 
. ALL OF YOUR 
\ ] TEETH! 


THREE 
HUNDRED FROG 
HEARTS! 


A DOZEN 
CANDLES OF HUMAN 
TALLOW AND THE TEARS 


OF THE WORLD'S nats 
OLDEST VIRGIN! 4 


I BID THE 
SOUL OF MY 
MOTHER! 


OR AT 
LEAST AS MANY 
AS IT TAKES FOR ME 
TO WALK OUT OF 
HERE WITH THAT 
WAND. 


NOT 


WE DO 
TAKE KINDLY TO THOSE 
SORTS OF PROVOCATIVE 
BIDS IN THIS ESTABLISHMENT, 
SIR DOG. PLEASE TELL US, 
WHAT MASTER ARE YOU 
HERE REPRESENTING? 


YOU'LL BE 
SORRY YOU ASKED 
THAT. I REPRESENT THE 
Eieetae =: 
LU 
WEREWOLF WARLOCK OF See tae 
THE ADIRONDACKS... AND HE ) ME GO ON MY WAY. 
WANTS THAT i I MEAN, YOU HEARD 
WAND. | THE PART ABOUT HIM 
BEING A WEREWOLF 
WARLOCK, RIGHT? 


HAVE HEARD OF OH THATS” SUPPOSE 
x LORD VERMISKOWL. 
HERE AT THE HOUSE KNOWN THAT... 

OF THE INFERNAL 

GLORIES, WE KNOW 

ALL WHO PRACTICE 

THE MYSTIC 

IV ARTS. 


..SINCE I’M 
THE ONE WHO 
PUT HIM THERE. 


SO DO 
TELL US, SIR DOG, 

HOW EXACTLY IS IT ; 

THAT YOU SERVE THE * 
>! WEREWOLF WARLOCK | a 
IE OF THE ADIRONDACKS... f 

se WHEN LORD VERMISKOWL 

HAS BEEN TRAPPED IN 

THE DARK DIMENSION 
FOR THREE YEARS 

NOW? 


/ (ee 
HAVE TO DO) a 

see\ THIS THE HARD 
WAY, 


ey BLEH! YOU 
7 TASTE WORSE THAN 
MY BREAKFAST. 
WHICH IS SAYING 
SOMETHING. 


SEIZE HIM! 
STOP THAT 
CANINE! 


SORRY, BUT I 
REALLY CAN'T LET 
SOMETHING LIKE THIS 
FALL INTO THE HANDS 
OF PEOPLE LIKE 
YOU. 
OR, UH...I SUPPOSE I 


SHOULD USE THE TERM 
“PEOPLE” LOOSELY. 


SLAY 
THE THIEVING 
BEAST! 


THIEVING? 
THAT'S A BIT UNFAIR. 
AFTER ALL, T DID OFFER 
0 PANS. "St peueve tT \) i Si. 
GUESS IT'S Wy 
OFFERED YOU 
Seale OM TIME TO PAY |, 
TEETH. 


THAT WEAPON 
WILL BELONG TO 
THE KING OF 
we) SVARTALFHEIM, YOU AND WHAT 
\S FLEA-BITTEN MALEKITH WANTS, 
MONGREL! \ E GETS. 


ARRRGHI!! 


I BID ONE 
MILLION GOAT 
ORNS FOR TH 

RIGHT TO MURDER 
DR. STRANGE! 


JUST 
KILL THE 
BASTARD! 


THAT 
LOOKED LIKE 
IT HURT. 
7 _\T'LL HURT A 


LOT MORE IF THEY 
CATCH Us. 


EN GET 
ii ON, DOC. AND 
A DON'T WORRY... 


“I'M STARTING 
TO GET THE HANG ‘ig 
OF THIS THING. 


SO, WHAT DOES 
THAT WAND DO 
ANYWAY? 


FIND OUT? 


AND WHY 
WE CAN'T LI 
THEM HAVE IT. 2m 
WE'RE IN 4 j 
BARBADOS, DOC. 
THE SANCTUM. HOW 


ARE WE GONNA 
OUTRUN THEM 
ALLP 


THERE'S A a a a 
LOT OF POWER IN ¥ 
THIS WAND. OPEN THE 
GAS TANK, ZELMA... [ 


= 


Li uh rs Ay 
phe v] | ' . 
” “ms i 


IN THE NAME 
OF THE WITCH QUEEN 


LE FAY. 
THAT MEANS... 
DON'T LET HIM 
TAKE US TO... 


~= 7 ° 
a a 
) aa = 


EVEN THROUGH 
|My HAZE, T || FEEL THE CHARGE 


N FEEL THE || GO THROUGH ME. 
oe CHANGE. || A CHARGE I KNOW 
ALL TOO WELL. 


SOMEWHERE 
OVER THE 


BERMUDA 
TRIANGLE. 


aad MIN 

THERE’ fi 

STORM COMING. THe STOR Mm 
COME FROM? 


DOC, I 
DON'T LIKE THE 
LOOKS OF THIS. 

HOW DO T...? 


THAT 
MEANS WE'LL 
BE LOST. 


WAIT, THE 
CLOUDS ARE 
CLEARING. WHAT'S 
THAT...? 


Pent’ 


/ 
5%, lie Z 2 


LOST IN THE 
PLACE WHERE 
LOST THINGS GO. 


DOC, HOLD 
ON, WE'RE 
GONNA... 
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BIKE'S BEEN OUT OF GAS FOR DAYS. AS 
FAR AS I CAN TELL, WE'RE ON SOME : 
SORT OF FLOATING ISLAND THAT'S PART ALL I'VE GOT IS A 
REN FEST ON CRACK, PART MAGIC WAND I'M 
POST-APOCALYPTIC GAME PRESERVE. AFRAID TO EVEN TOUCH... 


IN HIS FEVERISH MUMBLING, 
DOC SEEMS TO CALL IT 
WEIROWORLD. 


THERE'S NO WAY 
TO CONTACT THE 
OUTSIDE WORLD. 
NO WAY TO GET | 
BACK THERE. 


..AND A BOOK 
OF SPELLS. 


Cine eee ae 


THE VERY 
LAST BOOK 
OF SPELLS. 


SINCE THE EMPIRIKUL TORCHED | _EVERY NIGHT I TRY 
THE DOC'S LIBRARY, I'VE BEEN TO STUMBLE THROUGH 
HELPING HIM REBUILD IT, A FEW OF THESE WORDS 
RECORDING ALL THE SPELLS OF JUST TO SEE WHAT WILL 
HIS THAT STILL WORK. HAPPEN, BUT SO FAR 
| ALL I'VE GOT TO SHOW 
FOR IT IS A BLISTERING 
SURELY THERE'S ONE IN | HEADACHE. 
oe ae 
eas § Peoccus 
FIGURE SOMETHING OUT 
SOON, HE'S GOING 
TO DIE. AND THEN 
f I’M GOING TO DIE. 


—_ 


THE MYSTIC 
MOONS OF 
MUNNOPOR... 


MY. NAME IS 
ZELMA STANTON. 
I'M THE ONLY 
LIBRARIAN IN 
WEIRDWORLD. AND 
I REALLY DON'T 
WANT TO DIE. 


| ESPECIALLY WHEN MY 
LIFE WAS JUST GETTING 
INTERESTING. 


BUT WHICH? 
THE GIRL OR THE 
SORCERER? 


— 


THESE ARE 
HUMAN TRACKS. 
FRESH ONES. 


SO AT LEAST 
ONE OF THEM IS 
STILL ALIVE. 


DOESN'T 
MATTER WHICH OF 
THEM IT IS. JUST AS 
LONG AS THEY'VE 
STILL GOT THE 
WAND. 


BLOODBOARS 
HAVE GOT THE 
SCENT. WON'T BE 
LONG NOW. 


I PUT AN ARROW IN 
THE WIZARD, ITS POINT 
DIPPED IN DRAGON 
BILE POISON. THERE'S 
NO WAY HE'S STILL 
BREATHING. 


SEND WORD 
TO MISTRESS LE FAY. 
TELL_HER THE MAGMA 
MEN WILL SOON BE 
BRINGING HER THE 
WAND... 


AND THE 
HEAD OF THE 


LOOKS 
LIKE IT WON'T 
BE JUST THE WIZARD'S 
HEAD WE'RE FETCHING 
) FOR THE QUEEN. _. 


YOU'LL 
SURE LOOK 


NOT A 
WIZARD. 


WHAT'S THAT 
YOU'RE MUMBLING? 


YOUR PRAYERS, 


LITTLE FLOWER? _ 


OR DO 
YOU THINK THAT 
YOU'RE A WIZARD, 
TOOP 


= (Le Uf -~ 


AND I KNOW. 
ah A THING oR 


WHY DO 
I SUDDENLY 
FEEL SO... 


DOC! NOW 
WOULD BE A 
REALLY GOOD 


TIME TO 
WAKE UP! 


IT WORKED. 
YOU'RE...YOU'RE 
ALIVE...I'M... 


WHAT'S 
HAPPENING... 
WHERE... 


SHE'S 
FEVERISH, 
BURNING UP. | 


WHAT SPELL 
WAS THAT? WHAT 
HAVE YOU... 


AH LOOK. 
HERE HE Is. 
HIM AND HIS 
LITTLE PET. 


LET'S TEAR 
HIM INTO BURNING 
GRISTLE FOR THE 

QUEEN. _. 


iN 


wi 
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SHE 
SHOULD BE 
DEAD. 
HOW Is 


THE SPELL 
SHE SOMEHOW 
MANAGED TO PULL OFF, 
IT WAS A SPELL OF IT 
TRANSFERENCE. SHOULD'VE 


SHE TOOK KILLED HER 
THE POISON, THE INSTANTLY. 
SICKNESS OUT OF MY 
BODY, AND TRANSFERRED 
IT INTO HER OWN. 


HER BODY 

ISN'T EQUIPPED 

TO FIGHT OFF A 
POISON LIKE 
THAT. 


SHE DOESN'T 
HAVE THE MAGICAL 
ANTIBODIES T'VE BUILT 
, UP OVER THE LAST 
SEVERAL YEARS. 
SHE DOESN'T... 


MY GODS, 
ZELMA. WHAT = 
HAVE YOU DONE WHATEVER IT 


| ne YOURSELF? 


lz 


N\A\AN A AVY 


--aaaaaeaaeaae 


WEIRDWORLD, 

SHE WAS SCAVENGING 
FOR FOOD IN WEIRDWORLD. 
FOR DAYS. KEEPING US 
BOTH ALIVE. 


SHE WAS 
ABSORBING THE 
MAGIC OF THAT PLACE 
IN WHATEVER SHE WAS 
EATING. SHE WAS PRIMING 
HER BODY WITHOUT 
EVEN KNOWING IT. 


2 % 
THAT IS, 
UNLESS WE 

__| GIVE HER BODY 
=| WHAT IT NEEDS 
=\ TO WIN THIS 


THERE MUST 
BE A CURE FOR 
THE POISON. SOME 
WAY TO COUNTERACT 
ITS EFFECTS. 


OF TRANSFERENCE... 

WE CAN'T REVERSE IT. i 
SHOO. THERE'S NO OTHER 4 

GET Stee | WAY, WONG. 4 


YOU L 
GREMLINS. 


IF THERE 
IS A CURE, THERE 
| ISN'T TIME TO FIND 
IT, WONG. SHE'S 
GOING TO DIE. 


——— 


f 


YOU'RE 


WHAT 
SUGGESTING, EVEN IF IT 


KILUNG HER 
el EITHER WAY, 
STEPHEN. 


i S og 


I APOLOGIZE 
IN ADVANCE FOR 
HOW MUCH THIS IS 
GOING TO HURT, 
ZELMA. JUST OPEN 
YOUR MOUTH. 


7 py) 


SCREAM. 


< 


| 


LULL 


ni | 


AND ONE IT 
WOULDN'T WISH ' 
ON ANYONE ELSE. 


WHICH 
IS RATHER 
SURPRISING. 2 


NOT SURE 
WHAT YOU DID, 
BUT... 


DON'T 
THANK ME IZ 


ET. 
SIT DOWN, y | 
ZELMA. 
ae a 
PY TALK asour. 7X A A ae 


= 
— 
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WELL, LET'S 
JUST SAY 
THERE'S GOOD 
NEWS... 


rr JL) 


BREAKFAST. ) 


cou 
OFF THE SICKNESS E 
ON ITS OWN. # 


MYSTICAL ee 
A ye R SYSTEM THAT 
One TO BE FILLED 
TNT OVER THE YEARS 
OE THIS 


= SHE 
Ii one Vey 
“iat rn a 
: ri | 


et = . 


EAT E El 
TENTACLE GOULASH 
FOR BREAKFAST? 


atceckts 9 Sreeer. 
WAY EVERY ‘bey 


> 


IT MEANS Pas 
YOU'RE NOT NORMAL YOU'RE NOT 


ANYMORE, ZELMA. IT 
MEANS YOU'RE MORE 


A PART OF MY 
WORLD THAN EVER. 


BECAUSE I 
REALLY DON'T 


i> ae J 


OKING, ZELMA. NOT 
REALLY CLOSE oe EYES. 
THEN CONCENTRATE 
ANON OPENING THEM... 


/ _ 
G T NEED YOU © ¢ asd pea oe : 
BY | ath. ig Se tli GEE EES Ww 
‘ao an ‘a = 
ine All > re = — 
— EVERY DAY, THIS IS MY alls: = elt || f—) 2 SSN 
WORLD. AND N é aS Be if a J fmt OH | Var Bo Y 
fh pe lon! ‘ual; \ \WY "zoe ze 
ca L) 1 Ua; |: REVERSIBLE, {\ 
D if nt 


i ~ \ to GIVEN TIME. 
TENT Gi ae; ie De 


LOT al ue ioe 


CO 
es 


waaue 
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YOU SURE 
YOU WANNA 
DO THAT? 


YOU DON'T 
WANNA GO 
KNOCKING ON THAT 
DOOR UNLESS YOU 
) REALLY MEAN IT. 


HE'S THE STRANGEST 


| I THINK wy STRANGE YOU'LL EVER 
T'M...ALREADY < MEET. AND ALSO ONE 
INVOLVED IN SOME. OF THE BRAVEST. 
HE'LL HELP YOU, 
DEED HA Y, THOUGH. NO MATTER 


% WHAT IT TAKES. 


IS IT TRUE, 

ALL THE CRAZY 
THINGS THEY SAY 
ABOUT THE MAN 


THE DOCTOR 
WILL SEE YOU 
NOW... 


WELL, : 
NOT SINCE 
BREAKFAST. 
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..AND 
SO WILL HIS 
APPRENTICE. 
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A few times a year, Marvel has retreats 
in New York City, where they bring in a 
bunch of their writers and we sit in a 
big room with all of editorial and talk 
about the Marvel characters and the 
stories we want to tell with them. There 
are sometimes ideas and questions that 
will pop up again and again in that room, 
percolating, for multiple retreats, until 
we can figure them out or at least come 
to some sort of consensus. 


Magic was one of those subjects. 


For years, we were always trying to 
figure out how to define the rules of 
magic for the Marvel Universe. We never 
really did. And then one day, kind of out 
of the blue, | asked if | could write about 
Dr. Strange. Because every comic book 
writer worth their salt must at some 
point pitch Dr. Strange. It’s kind of a rule. 
To my surprise, Marvel said yes. And so 
suddenly the rules of magic were very 
much my problem. 


But the more | thought about it, the more 
| realized...I didn’t really care about the 
rules. As far as I’m concerned, when 
magic has a plethora of rules attached 
to it, it ceases to be...well, magical. 


And | wanted this series to be the 
weirdest, most magical Dr. Strange 
we'd ever seen. | wanted to return the 
doc to his rightful place as the center of 
all things supernatural and occult in the 
Marvel U, while at the same time making 
what he does and how he does it seem 
more real and tangible than ever. 


So | decided we only needed one rule. 


Everything Dr. Strange does...comes at a 
very real cost. 


You can’t tamper with the Mystic Arts 
the way Strange does without there 
being some sort of toll to be paid. The 
doc always tries his damnedest to pay 
that toll himself. Knowing full well that 
someday this line of work will surely kill 
him or drive him mad or even worse. 


But sometimes he also has to weigh 
the cost to those around him. To cast a 
spell to save the day might mean that 
everyone within a hundred mile radius 
will have excruciating nightmares for 
the next 1,000 nights. Those are the 
responsibilities that come with the job 


description of Sorcerer Supreme. And 
that’s what makes Dr. Strange different 
from all the other heroes around him. 


So basically, being the Sorcerer Supreme 
is a terrible burden. Yet the other 
important ingredient of the series was 
that | wanted it to be fun. Yes, it hurts 
to be Dr. Strange, but he’s still a guy 
who delights in all things weird and 
unusual, and right up until the moment 
when Dormammu drags him off to Hell 
for good, Stephen Strange is going to 
live this utterly bizarre life of his to its 
absolute fullest. His home, the Sanctum 
Sanctorum, needed to be without a doubt 
the weirdest place we’d ever seen. His 
refrigerator had to be something from 
Lovecraft’s nightmares. 


That’s when | knew we needed Chris 
Bachalo to draw it. 


I'd had some of the most fun of my 
entire career working with Chris on 
WOLVERINE AND THE X-MEN. At the time, 
that was one of the weirdest books I'd 
ever been a part of. But with DOCTOR 
STRANGE, Chris managed to go even 
bigger and weirder and more inventive 
and off-the-wall. My job was basically to 
stay out of his way and just give Chris 
the freedom to bring life to Strange’s 
cloak and his Sanctum and his villains 
old and new and his “Strange Vision” 
view of the world around us. And hey, 
having the legendary Kevin Nowlan 
batting second in the lineup certainly 
didn’t hurt either. 


| hope you’ve had even half as much fun 
as | have. I’m going to miss hanging out 
with Doc Weirdo, having tiki drinks with 
him, talking to the snakes in his living 
room, seeing what fresh new horrors 
Wong is grilling up for breakfast. Thanks 
so much to all of you and everybody at 
Marvel for helping me help the Doc to 
pay his cost for just a little while. 


That tab is never settled though. Not 
truly. Not for long. 


Sorry, Doc. Them’s the rules. 


Jason Aaron 
KC, May 2017 


Doctor Strange was always a character 
that eluded me. | liked the Ditko costume 
but he wasn’t someone that | wanted to 


spend time with, that | could relate to in 
any way--and the reason that | initially 
declined Jason’s offer to join him on the 
book. He didn’t relent. We corresponded 
and figured out that we both had similar 
Doctor Strange stories that we wanted 
to tell. | think my favorite issue was 
with Satana in the diner with the fight 
with the pork belly. My kind of Doctor 
Strange story. And then there was the 
Orb issue with him walking on the side 
of a building with Strange trapped in 
his taxi cab. And then--well, you get the 
idea. I’ll be forever grateful that Jason 
didn’t take no for an answer. 


I'd like to thank Jason’s parents for 
not discouraging him from becoming 
a writer--and if they did, I’m glad he 
didn’t listen. It’s a rare person that has 
the ability to take their imagination and 
arrange it in a cohesive and interesting 
way for all of us to enjoy. 


A big thank you to the inker army--Tim, 
Al, Victor, Jaime, John and Wayne--who 
added clarity to my busy lines. It’s truly 
their work that you see and not mine. 


Editors don’t often get the credit they 
deserve, and there aren’t the words to 
thank them enough for having faith in 
me and my work and for their patience 
when | drag them through deadline 
hell--which I’m very good at doing. 
Thank you, Nick, Charles (whom | drove 
insane a long time ago--he left us and is 
currently living in Madagascar with the 
lemurs), Darren and Allison. 


I'd like to express my gratitude to those 
of you who dedicate a portion of your 
lives to investing in comics and who 
take time to write and let me know how 
I’m doing. Being an artist is a lonely 
profession and it’s a calming influence 
to know of the friends that | have out 
there--thank you! 


Finally, | would like to dedicate this 
book to my mother, Arlene Roberta 
Bachalo, who we learned, upon the 
commencement of work on this book 
two plus years ago, had Alzheimer’s. 
| have a continuing wish that DOCTOR 
STRANGE will arrive and magically 
relieve her of the demons that daily 
possess her mind--I love you, Mom. 


Chris Bachalo 


Greetings, you mundanely normal people. It is I, Kadavus, once again gracing you with my presence. | must, 
with tempered sadness, inform you that this is the last issue of DOCTOR STRANGE by mortals Chris Bachalo 
and Jason Aaron. While all humans are practically the same to me, I’m told that these two are particularly 
exceptional. Surely, | was charmed and impressed with Chris’ artwork that is interesting in both epic battles 
and small character moments. And even | won’t deny that Jason Aaron’s story ideas for the Imperator Saga 
coupled with the doctor making house calls were particularly thrilling. But you must not forget that it was only 
through my divine crystalline intervention that mere Homo sapiens could rise to these heights! 


To prove it, I’ve lured two more defenseless humans into my thrall! Yes, the aptly named scribe Dennis Hopeless 
will be joining me for issue #21 along with an incredibly talented painter called Niko Henrichon! With the wisdom 
of my skull, these two have woven a story that will make you forget any other evolved australopithecines ever 
worked on DOCTOR STRANGE. In fact, issue #21 is already on sale! So if you’re reading this anywhere other than 
your local comic book shop, drop everything and rush back to purchase the priceless and prescient piece of 
magical art! 


Why, you ask, is issue #21 already on sale? DO NOT BLAME KADAVUS! Blame the incompetent editor whose 

buffoonery has put him on the edge of infinite torment! And come back next month for the second part of our 
SECRET EMPIRE story in DOCTOR STRANGE #22! 

Mine and only mine, 

KADAVUS! 


Send letters to mheroes@marvel.com or 135 W 50th St., 7th Floor, New York, NY 10020 (please mark “OKAY TO PRINT’) 


